THE BARLEY FIELD

height, and dropping sheer down from its two sides,
past hundreds of under-hung ledges full of birds, to
a small and utterly virgin beach of shingle, that no
man could ever set foot on, nor even the little cliff
foxes that, further along, climbed down to the sea's
edge to eat crabs. Up and down, up and down that
beach went the waves, edged with a little dancing,
ever renewing, white line of foam. If one lay on the
very short turf of the headland and looked over, one
could watch it till darkness fell, and hear it afterwards.

But Three-Red did not like the sea. None of them
did. Here, beyond the known and loved fields, it was
the thing that lay over the edge of the world.
Further west, where they could get down to it, it was
a wet hissing beast that sprang at them again and
again, and sometimes caught someone and ate him
quicker than a pack of wolves. Sometimes it was
kind and gentle and let you play with it; it spewed up
seaweed and mussels and dead fish; it ground holes in
stones so that you could wear them. But yet you
could never trust it; one time it would be far, far off,
playing with its own toes at the bottom of the shingle,
but the next time you went it was just as likely to be
right up under the cliff, ranging along, looking for
you. Three-Red caught sight of the sea beyond the
fields and the pasture, and, as it was too far off to see
him, spat at it, and then jumped up and down, one
foot to the other, harder and quicker than ever.

Ash-in-the-Air came into his field. He was taller
than Three-Red and his hair was knotted through